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pronounced it oily and disgusting; it is caviare to unaccustomed
palates.

The swarm now before us was a thorough godsend for our
Arabs, on no account to be neglected. Thirst, weariness, all
was forgotten, and down the riders leapt from their starting
camels; this one spread out a cloak, that one a saddle-bag, a
third his shirt, over the unlucky creatures destined for the
morrow's meal. Some flew away whirring across our feet,
others were caught and tied up in cloths and sacks; Cornish
wreckers at work about a -shattered East-Indiaman would be
beaten by Ghannam and his companions with the locusts.
However, Barakat and myself felt no special interest in the
chase, nor had we much desire to turn our dress and accoutre-
ments into receptacles for living game. Luckily Aboo-'Eysa,
still retained enough of his North Syrian education to be of our
mind also. Accordingly we left our associates hard at work,
turned our startled and still unruly dromedaries in the direction
of Hofhoof, and set off full speed over the plain.

Thirteen or fourteen miles we rode on together, and passed
ihe little village of 'Eyn-Nejm, or Fountain of the Star, where
the shadows of its houses darkened the moonshine on the white
cliffs under Ghoweyr. Here was not long since a hot and sul-
phurous spring, in popular belief, a panacea for all ruined con-
stitutions. An open cupola had been erected by former genera-
tions over the source, and bath receptacles constructed around.
Hither crowds repaired, and often found the health they sought,
till the place became a point of resort and meeting for all around,
and attracted the suspicious attention of the Ri'ad government
Order was given in consequence, about three years before the
date of our visit, to destroy the cupola and the baths, and to
choke up the mouth of the fountain with stones, lest, to quote
the words of FeysuPs orthodox firman, "the people should learn
to put their trust in the waters rather than in God, which would
be idolatry." The imperial decree was executed, and the ruins
of the " IjCubbah" or dome, with the hot stream that yet escapes
from between the piles of rubbish, remain to attest the bounty
of the Creator, the stupid narrow-mindedness of the Wahhabee,
and the ill fortune of a land governed by bigots. It is an old
tale, and not peculiar to Arabia.